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Author's Notes: 

Back at ya with another obscure band (I'm the only person writing DT fanfic in existence AFAIK) and obscure 
pairing. Normally | write Mikael and Niklas when it comes to Dark Tranquillity, but Johan and Chris won me 
over with their sexiness when | saw them live recently. Also, their size difference really has me about to act 


up. Here's a reference for your viewing pleasure. Hope the 5 people who read this will enjoy it, kthx byeee 


"Please?" 

"For the last time, Chris, I'm not gay --" 

"You did it the last time, though! C'mon, I'll do you, too. [tll feel good!" 

Johan looked down his nose at the smaller guitar player and frowned. He knew when he gave into him the 


last time that it had been a mistake. He'd had a feeling Chris would be back for more - and here he was, as 
expected. In some shitty motel in Rochester, New York on a day off of their North American tour. 


Johan could get a girl if he so desired. There weren't many at their shows on this Tour, and most of them 
were there with their boyfriends. But he could try Tinder or some other hookup app if he got desperate. He 
just wasn't that interested in hookups right now. Not that he wasn't horny - he just didn't want to deal with 
women, or people in general. He'd had a few proposition him recently, but he'd politely turned them down. They 
simply didn't have the right vibes for him. Seemed too desperate, which wasn't attractive. 


A few weeks ago, on this same tour, Chris had convinced him to - well, he didn't want to think about that. 


But Chris was very persuasive when he wanted something. Persuasive, or perhaps annoying. 
"Please? l'm desperate for a nut, man ---" 
"Just find a girl at the show tomorrow," Johan groaned. 


"But | need it now," Chris insisted. "And Mikael and Martin are gonna be gone at least an hour. You can even 


put a pillow over my face if you ---" 


"Are you serious?" Johan huffed a laugh and tucked a stray strand of long brown hair behind his ear. "Id 


never put a pillow over your face, you dot---" 

"Just this one time. Please, Johan?" 

Then, Amott pulled that puppy dog face, sticking out his lower lip and scrunching his brows together while 
looking up at him. Johan had the urge to ruffle the older man's hair. It was always so perfectly mussed. 
Messy, yet contained. 

"I just - do you promise this will be the last time?" Johan asked, feeling his resolve weakening. And yeah, he 
was maybe starting to get an erection, and he knew if Chris looked down and saw, he'd use it against him. God 


forbid Chris learn that Johan actually didn't mind this sort of thing all that much. 


This sort of thing - mutual handies? Johan didn't know what else to call it. All he knew was that it wasn't 
something a couple of straight guys participated in together. 


"Ill promise you anything you want," Chris said, and Johan believed him. 
Johan sighed, keeping up his facade of reluctance. 
"Fine, | guess," he said. 


Chris bit his lip, clearly pleased, and reached into his pocket, digging around for a moment before presenting 


Johan with a lighter and a joint. 


"Fan gave me this last night," he said. "That kid with the green hair." 


"I don't want any," Johan waved his hand. "You know that shit gives me anxiety. Plus, we could get in 


trouble with the hotel --" 
"Is weed not legal in New York?" 
"Fuck if | know." 


"That's one of the things that drives me crazy about touring the States. Each place has different laws. It's 
hard to keep up with." 


Johan sat on the edge of the bed he'd be sharing with Chris that evening and scrolled on his phone as his 
band mate opened the window and lit the joint. After a few minutes, Chris rejoined him, stinking of marijuana, 


his eyes red. 

The smaller man laid out on the bed luxuriously, shoving a hand down the front of his sweatpants and 
giving a side glance to Johan. Johan cleared his throat before kicking up his feet and lying down as well, a little 
more stiffly. He folded his hands over his broad chest. 

"Okay," he said, clearing his throat once more. "Go ahead, then." 

"Okay. Go ahead, then" Chris mocked, amused. "Damn, dude, at least act like you're into it" 

Johan glared at him. "l'm not into it" 

"Fair enough." Chris shifted a bit, tugging his sweats halfway down his thighs. Johan looked away when he 
saw his hard cock spring out. Touching it was one thing, but he wasn't about to admire it, too. "C'mon, take 
yours out for me.” 

Johan wiggled his shorts down to his knees, feeling embarrassed as the cool air greeted his hard dick. He 
stared up at the ceiling, willing this to be over fast. Sure, doing this with someone else was generally more fun 
than doing it on his own, but he still felt weird that it was Chris. He didn't want Chris to become too 
comfortable with this. He definitely did not want it to become a regular habit between the two of them. That 


would just be weird. 


He hissed through his pouted lips and squeezed his eyes shut when he felt the older man's long fingers 


wrap around his cock. 
"There you go," he heard Chris say. "Good, right?" 
Johan paused. 


"Yeah," he admitted as Chris began to pump his fist. Having a man jerk him off was different than a 


woman; Chris wasn't delicate or scared to be too rough. He squeezed just right and focused on the most 


sensitive areas, flicking his wrist just perfectly. Johan relaxed slightly, giving in to feeling. 
"Do me, too?" Chris requested softly. 
Right 


Glancing briefly to his side just long enough to see where he was reaching, Johan put his hand over top of 
Chris's arm and grasped his cock. He looked back up at the ceiling, staring hard at the popcorn-like texture. He 
was unable to focus on anything other than the hot, hard flesh in his hand and the soft little gasp of the man 


beside him. He bit his lip, feeling shame washing his face in red. 


"Oh, fuck yeah," Chris moaned. Johan began to jerk him off, rubbing his thumb over the slit of the head 
and smearing the precum to slick his grip. Chris was absolutely dripping A wave of need washed over Johan, 


from head to toe, and his cock twitched in the smaller man's grasp. 


They laid there, jerking one another off without speaking. Johan listened to Chris's pleased little pants and 
gasps. He kept his own breathing silent, not wanting to give away any inkling that he was enjoying this. However, 
Chris changed the angle of his hand unexpectedly, and that drew a small moan from his lips. His eyes fluttered 
shut; he didn't want to see the satisfied smirk he knew Chris had to have on his face at that moment. 


He needed this to be over fast. Yes, Mikael and Martin were out for dinner and probably wouldn't be back 
for a while, but that didn't change the fact that they really could pop back in at any moment and happen 
upon.this. And Johan would be mortified if he was caught with Chris. 


"Fuck, man, don't stop," Chris murmured. Johan chanced a look at him and saw his eyes were squeezed shut 
and his lips were open in a small pout. The younger man watched as Chris swiped out a tongue to moisten his 
mouth, his jaw clenching. He tilted his head back into the pillow, further mussing his hair, and Johan looked back 
up at the ceiling, not exactly interested in seeing Chris's face as he approached orgasm. It wasn't that Chris 
was ugly or anything - it was just that, well, Johan wasn't attracted to men. Not that much, anyway. 


"lim so fucking close," the smaller guitarist gasped "Please don't stop, please dont stop ---" A strangled 
moan left Chris's throat, and Johan clenched his jaw as he felt hot cum splatter onto his fingers. Gross 


Chris's orgasm lasted forever. Johan internally willed him to hurry up and finish so he could wash his 


fucking hand --- 


"Fuck, shit, yes!" Chris cried, and Johan looked over at him curiously. His back was arched slightly, his eyes 
were squeezed shut, the vein in his neck was protruding, and a small puddle of semen now stained the bottom 
of his black t-shirt. Johan slowed his hand and loosened his grip while Chris slowly came down from his high. 


"Oh my God, Johan. That was perfect" 


The bigger man didn't reply. He wiped his hand off on Chris's shirt, which the older man protested softly. 
Chris's hand had stilled on Johan's cock during his orgasm, but it started back up again now that he'd 


recovered slightly. Johan dropped his head back onto his pillow and stared yet again at the ceiling, trying to 
pretend that Chris's slender hand belonged to a woman. 


Don't think. Just feel it 

Yeah. There you go, Johan 

His eyelids fluttered shut and he gave into pleasure. His band mate knew how to work him just right, and 
he was approaching the brink very quickly. He felt the bed shift, though, and opened his eyes to watch as 
Chris leaned over him to - 

"Don't," he warned. 


| was just going to ---" 


"Dont," Johan said again firmly, grabbing him by the shoulder and digging his fingers in hard. Chris winced 
and tilted his head away. 


"The fuck kind of guy doesn't want a blowjob?" Chris grumbled, keeping up his tempo on the other 
guitarists dick. Johan ignored him, keeping his tight hold on the older man's shoulder and closing his eyes again 
Almost there. 

And then he was cumming in in multiple thick ropes. He let out some sort of noise that sounded something 
like a growl as he coated Chris's fist with cum. Chris kept up the pace until Johan was bucking up, his over- 
sensitized body protesting at the stimulation 

"S-stop," he gasped, and Chris removed his hand. 


Johan sank deeply into the bed, sated. His eyelids were getting heavy when he felt the bed shake slightly as 
Chris got off of it, heading to the bathroom. 


"You know," the man said over his shoulder, "you've gotta be the only man on this fucking planet who's 


ever rejected a blow job." 
"Maybe next time," Johan found himself saying, immediately regretting it as the words left his mouth. 


"| may be high as fuck right now" he heard Chris call, his voice muffled in the other room, "but I'll 


remember that." 


Fuck So much for post-nut clarity. 


